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for which we have suffered and fought, the symbol
of world opposition to Fascism, the city we have
grown to care for as one cares for a child that has
given much trouble. And I understand the French
volunteer who said to me yesterday five minutes
after a shell had burst in the central quarter and
while the corpses were still lying in the street:
" Here in Madrid I feel at home as if I were in
Paris again.55

We have left the mud and the woods behind us ;
we see the first trams, the first open shops, men
standing at the counter of a small cafe. How will
the city receive us ? An old feeling comes back to
me again. I remember what we felt when after
our night-shift the cage brought us up from the
Emma coalmine in Dutch Limburg, how we asked
ourselves as the first grey light fell into the shaft
whether it was raining or whether the sun would
shine. I am also reminded of the days when I
would be standing on the forecastle after months of
sailing, looking out towards a port that came in
sight.

I must say that upon this occasion the city gave
us a royal reception. The sun was shining in every
street; it was shining even upon the shell-shattered
houses where children were playing among the
ruins. But we were not only basking in the warmth
of the first sun of springtime ; it was the joyous sun